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By D. Bruno Starrs. 
 
She moved to face the table, her head cocked coquettishly. Answering the gesture, he 
sidled up close behind the girl. Her arm dropped and with the back of her hand she felt 
what she had expected to feel. 
 
As his lips drew away from hers a glistening thread of saliva connected the two like a 
gossamer tow-line. These were lives being lived, without thought for the world and its 
usual meaning. Words would only belittle the palpation, so they stayed silent, their 
communication instead shouted along the febrile, heaving avenues of touch. 
 
Recognizing the bestial want within his eager consort, he flexed apart her blouse, 
reveling in its tear and rip. She fell deeper into the well of sensation. Her mammilla grew, 
engorged with hot blood, and he took a nub between his teeth. The one inhaled what the 
other breathed out, and each exhalation contained part of the soul. He cupped her pubis in 
his callous-thick hand and a digit was soon slick with physical essence. 
 
A half-formed thought flashed through her mind: she would test him, although she knew 
where it was all headed regardless. And so the back of her hand connected again, this 
time sharply with his face and he flinched, but then grinned. This was the game. Her 
body felt like a doll made from fabric or straw as he flipped her over, onto her hands and 
knees. Further engaged by this roughness, she arched her back, purring. 
 
The business with the condom was soon done, and he was in her. And then the end came 
like a collision for both of them. Dissolving, they floated together in a stagnant pool of 
unending time until the need to breathe overtook them. They fell apart with regret as the 
minutes slowly regained a mundane texture. Laboring lungs, splayed limbs, hard floor, 
eye contact at last: would life ever be the same now they had loved? God had happened 
in that bodily act of connection and even the air was different now. 
 
A new task presented itself as the solid universe gained precedence: how to talk, what to 
say? Of course, she thought. It has to be humor, child-like and unplanned, motivated only 
by a desire to amuse. 
 
“Wheee! What a ride,” she exclaimed. “They should put you next to the roller coaster and 
the dodgems.” 
 
“But you have the only ticket. No-one else will take this exact same ride. Never again. 
You have broken it for the others and I cannot be repaired.” 
 
“So I own this machine now, do I?” 
 
“You are its owner and you are its slave.” 
 
“I like the sound of that,” she murmured, as she cuddled into his angular embrace. 
 
And then, as if he had actually meant his complaint about being broken, he took her head 
in both hands quite gently, looked into her limpid hazel browns, and jerked the skull a 
little over one hundred degrees to the left. She was his eleventh and there was still no-one 
at all who knew who he was. 
